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- Greece, 1990s - 


Soft sunlight reflects off the calm waters that gently rock the little wooden boat. They're far from the shore, 
although it's still within view, off in the distance. Neither dream of returning right now. It's only noon, and their 
day together is just getting started. 


David and Rick sit silently facing each other in the small boat, hands busy at different tasks. David carefully 
baits his hook, and Rick casts his line out into the water, mindful not to swing his hook too close to his 


companion. 


Rick hums a nameless tune, watching the ripples in the water and reeling in the slack 


"Enjoying yourself?" David gives a sunny smile, wide-brimmed straw hat shielding his eyes from the bright 


midday sunlight. 
Rick nods, saying, "This is so peaceful. We never got to enjoy many moments like this before." 


Before the band got back together. Before we became friends again, David thinks. "Well, thankfully, we have right 
now," David says, casting his line. He hasn't caught anything in the time they've been out, and neither has Rick. 
Both are happily hoping they do, but David doesn't sweat it. H's not about capturing fish, but enjoying this 
glorious Sunday with an old friend. 


Rick looks so in his element. While Rick's eyes fixate on the water, David's settle upon his bandmate. He notices 
the lack of tension in Rick's face and body, the easy smile, and the happy lines around his eyes. 


Suddenly Rick hunches forward, eyes narrowing and expression changing from laid-back to laser focus. His grip 
tightens on his twitching fishing rod, and he fights to reel in whatever's snagged upon the hook. 


Unsure whether - or how - to help, David sits back and enjoys the show. It isn't often Rick makes a show of 
his strength, and the display of his flexed arms and sturdy back doesn't disappoint. A few moments of struggle 
ensue, and David is ready to grab Rick by the waist and pull him back in, if it comes to it. 


Though, it doesn't. With a splash, the fish comes flying up out of the water. It flops this way and that, unable 
to escape the hook as Rick pulls it into the boat. 


David bursts out in laughter upon seeing the thing. Instead of the monster Rick's struggle indicated it would be, 
this fish, in actuality, can be no larger than one of his hands. 


"What?" Rick faces him, calmly and expertly holding the animal's fins down so he can remove the hook from its 


gaping mouth. 


"Oh, God, its just." David shakes his head, still snickering. "lm sorry, Rick, but you put up quite a 
fight for.. that tiny thing. | was thinking you might fall in!" 


Rick scoffs. "It was pulling really hard, okay?" He defends, shaking his head at David before examining the fish. 
"What kind is it?" David asks, curious. 


"Looks like a sea bass. They're quite common! I've caught loads of ‘em before.. Haven't once fallen in trying to 


catch one, though," he adds with a smile, and tosses the creature back into the waters from which it came. 


David's brows pinch together. "You're not keeping it?" 


"No, like you said, it was tiny.. Not enough meat to justify," Rick says. "Hey, it looks like you've got something, 


too!" 


Feeling a slight tug that went unnoticed before, David grips his fishing rod tightly and peers out into the water, 
trying to see what he has hooked. Unable to see it, he reels it in. It doesn't put up much of a fight, although 
he can definitely feel something ... He pulls it up and.. Now Rick is laughing. 


A huge wad of green seaweed plops onto David's lap before he can cast it back out, and he grimaces, while 
Rick howls. "Look who's caught the monster now |" 


David can't help but join in his laughter. Leaning his rod on the side of the boat, his fingers pick apart the 
slimy botanic mass, discerning several different species (although he doesn't know how to identify them). With 
a sneaky smirk he tosses one long seaweed strand at Rick, who makes an endearing noise of surprise as it 
sticks to his neck. 


Rick peels the plant matter off himself and flings it back at David, sticking it to his chest. 


David makes a look of playful disgust, and throws the rest of the mess at Rick, resulting in a fight neither of 
them can win David lurches forward in an attempt to lean in and fashion Rick a seaweed crown, and the boat 
rocks so frighteningly that it seems they might tip over. The two cling together automatically out of fear, wet 


limbs embracing each other. Both are still covered in kelp. 


When the boat balances and David realizes they're not in any danger, he opens his eyes and laughs. Rick's stil 
holding onto him, and David's heart latches onto the sensation. The feeling slips away as Rick does. 


"That was terrifying," David laughs. 
It was your fault! You started it!" Rick replies, shoving David's shoulder. 


David makes like he's going to topple backward, but stays steady, teasing, "Woah, don't you start this mess all 


over again!" 


"As if!" Rick rids himself of remnants of the affronting algae that had actually started all this, but doesn't 


stop smiling. 


David can't shake his own grin, either. He tosses the wad of weeds back out to sea, and takes up his fishing 


rod once again. 


They sail on into sunset, and the thick, fluffy clouds overhead make the light easier on their eyes. They've 
caught a few sizable fish between them, and kept a handful each to bring home to present to their families in 


a wonderful home cooked dinner. 
"We should head back before it gets too dark," Rick advises. 


David nods, and watches the sky's colourful spectacle wordlessly. He doesn't want this day to end. As much as 
it annoys him to have to move a muscle when he's so relaxed, he knows Rick is right- they don't want to be 
stranded out on the water in the pitch black. Although, David thinks, being stranded out here with Rick wouldn't 
be the worst thing to happen to me. 


Together, they row the boat back to shore. The only sounds are the water as they cut through it, and the 
song of the seabirds. "Peaceful" doesn't even begin to describe it- this is paradise . With every passing second 
he spends here, David can see why Rick was so drawn to the waters surrounding Greece in the first place. 


He'd gotten a taste once way back when and never wanted to leave. 


What would it be like, if Rick saw in David that same allure? This isn't the first time the question has crossed 
David's mind, and it probably won't be the last time, unless he opens up about it. He wants to, but he doesn't 
know how to go about it gracefully. The question David wants to ask is possible to push away in the confines 
of his mind, but once it's out in the open, he won't be able to take it back Meanwhile, back on land, where 
they're headed, both of their wives are waiting. If he makes things weird now, God only knows how awkward 


the rest of his stay will be. 


"What are you thinking about?" Rick asks. His face is pointed toward the sun, and his body is bathed in soft 
red-orange light. He looks ethereal, otherworldly, impossibly warm. Like the sun itself. 


"I was just wondering how things might be different right now.. if we.. if we hadn't made it back there." 
Rick blinks at him. "You mean if we'd flipped over?" 

"Yes," David nods, "and drowned" As if that were a perfectly normal thing to say. 

"Well, that's a little dark." Rick frowns. 

"Nevermind about that," David says, trying to shift gears. "My imagination just got carried away." 

"Ill say!" Rick laughs. "But you know, it made me realize something," 

"What?" 


Rick's smile is genuine, and he looks David right in the eyes as he says, "If this was my last day on earth, then 


I'd have died happy, spending it with my dearest friend. There's no other way I'd rather be." 


David's heart soars. He holds Rick's eye contact for a few moments, speechless, before stammering to say, "l 


couldn't have said it better myself." 

With the shoreline still some distance away, David has time to think of something else to say. 
"Do you ever think of the time we played at the amphitheatre of Pompeii" 

"I do. | remember it like it was yesterday," Rick says. "Why?" 

Because that was when | realized Id fallen for you 

"I don't know, it just popped into my mind. So many good memories came from there." 


"Yeah.. we were never quite able to play a show like that again," Rick muses. "What we did on Echoes was 
just." 


"Magical. Like telepathy.” 
Rick nods at him, smiling wistfully. 


They continue rowing for a while in comfortable silence, broken by Rick's occasional quiet yawns. As minutes 
pass, David feels as if he's running out of time to tell him. It all starts to feel urgent. This vacation is the 
first time he's gotten Rick alone in months. He doesn't know when he'll have this kind of opportunity again. And 
the weight on his chest will only continue to crush him if he doesn't get it off soon. 


"Rick," David starts hesitantly, catching the other's eye. "Do you ever wish you could go back and change 
something about your life?" 


Without skipping a beat, Rick answers. "All the time. You know how much of an overthinker | am.. Why? What 


would you change, Dave?" 


He takes a long breath. "There are things | would have told you, that might not matter as much if | told you 


now. 
"Well, if they don't matter, what's holding you back?" 


My wife. Your wife. Our friendshp. Two solid decades of us working together. Just those sorts of things. Before 
David can come up with an excuse, he's jostled out of his thoughts by the boat suddenly stopping. It has come 
into contact with the sand and neither of them had noticed how shallow it was, both so wrapped up in the 


conversation. 


"Oh, dear," Rick giggles, stepping out into the littoral water. David follows suit, and they drag the boat over to 
the dock 


By the time they've tied the boat up and are walking up the beach, the conversation is abandoned, 


A mix of relief and regret swirls in David's chest. It's just one of many times he has come so close to telling 


Rick the truth. 


That night, when everyone else has gone to sleep, David sneaks out of the beach house and walks down to the 
shore. His feet sink with every step on the sandy turf. David finds a round boulder to perch upon and watch 
the waves lap at the land under the starlight. Now that he is alone, David can finally resume his train of 
thought that had been interrupted earlier. 


Over the decades, David has learned that two things can be true at once. For example, these statements - |, 

David is more than content with his wife and wouldn't trade his current life for the world, and 2. David wishes 
he had confessed his fondness for Rick way back in seventy-two - coexist. His feelings for his bandmate are, 

and always have been, complicated. For much of his life, Rick has been his best friend, his confidant, his 


musical other half. 


During David's former marriage, he had always considered himself a dedicated husband. But there were those 
multi-month-spanning stretches of time when the band was touring throughout which he did not see his wife, 
yet Rick was always there. David would be lying if he said that sharing tour buses, hotel rooms and hot tubs 
with Rick during that time didn't do something to him, or change the way he saw his friend. Of course it had. 
David has frequently told himself that it would have happened to anyone else. 


There were times when Rick was the only person in the world that he could talk to. How could David not love 


him? 

The sand on the beach is so silent when pressed into, that David doesn't hear the person walking towards him. 
So when someone sits down right beside him, he jumps, before noticing the way the moonlight bounces silver 
light off the man's wavy hair. It's a sight he's seen time and again. For a brief moment, he's relieved to know 
it's his bandmate, until he remembers the thoughts he'd just been having about him, and his heart races. 
"Jesus, Rick. You scared mel" He chuckles. "You could have said ‘Hi or something." 


"Sorry. Didn't want to disturb your peace." 


"Well, now you have," David jokes. 


"| didn't know you'd be out here. Its where | usually come to sit when | can't sleep. I'm guessing you can't 


either?" Rick asks, looking at him with big, caring eyes. 


"You would be correct" David runs a hand through his hair, staring up at the moon, trying hard to resist 
looking at Rick's face. 


"Um, | was thinking about the things you said earlier," Rick says. "And | remembered you were going to tell me 
something, but we got distracted. And, um, it seemed.. important to you. Maybe it's silly, but | can't sleep now 
that | don't know. | feel like its the same thing that's always been on the tip of your tongue, but for some 


reason, you've never told me." 


The world seems to stop. At least, for David it does. He knew I had a secret. How long has he known? He's more 


perceptive than | gave hm credit for.. or Im a ternble lar. 


If you didn't ask, you might have never gotten it out of me," David admits, feeling obligated to tell him, now 
that he knows he's keeping Rick from sleeping. He quickly glances around, just to make sure there is no one else 
on the beach. Its just Rick and him. "This is something | wish I'd said a long time ago, when it might have 
changed anything. Back in the early seventies, when you and | had gotten rather close, l.. Well, | sort of fell for 
you." He shakes his head. ‘Sort of” Why did I say it as if | was unsure? Regretting his weak wording, but not 
necessarily the confession itself, he corrects, "No, | did fall for you. Without a doubt" He looks at Rick to 


assess his reaction. 


A smile takes shape on Rick's face, and his eyes flit down to the rocks in the space between them. "Wow, Dave. 


l.. had a feeling.. Never thought you'd actually say it” 
"You... Knew?" 


"I just had a feeling. You started acting differently around me, around the same time | started acting 
differently around you . So, | figured you felt the same. After all these years, l'm glad to know | was right" 


David is astonished. "Wait, you mean you felt the same way?" 
"Yes." 


Both men fall silent for a while, with the gentle crashing of waves on the shore providing the backdrop to this 


dual revelation. 


Thank God thats finally off my chest And to learn he felt the same way! Now Im really kicking myself for not 


Telling him sooner. 


If | may ask, when did you know ?" Rick asks. 


"It was when we were filming "Live at Pompeii". I'm certain of that." 
Dreamily, Rick repeats David's point from their earlier conversation. "So many good memories...” 


David continues, "A lot had been leading up to that point, of course. Sharing hotel rooms, spending practically 
every waking day on tour together... it all added up. But it was in Pompeii when | finally put a name to that 
feeling. Specifically, | seem to recall, it was when you were setting up your organ at the amphitheatre. | was 
sitting on the ground, winding up my strings, when this beautiful sound came through the speakers. It was just 
you warming up, testing the sound, but it was music to my ears. When | looked up and watched you play... | 


just knew. It was love." 


He watches Rick bashfully listen to the story. In better lighting, he bets he could see him blush. Rick looks 
away, but David keeps watching. 


"Wow, | can't believe you still remember all that... | do, too, of course. | mean, how do you forget ?" 

David laughs in understanding. "When did you know?" 

"Funny enough, it was just around that time. When we did that take of Echoes in the amphitheatre, | went into 
a sort of trance. | just played . It was like all the rest of you guys weren't there.. You weren't there, but your 
guitar was. And during that call and response part, at the end, when you and | made magic... | finally looked up 
from my keys and saw you staring right at me, while our instruments spoke to one another. | swooned so hard 


| nearly lost my focus. That was when | knew." 


David thinks for a minute. "That must have been the very same day.. So, when we played that part, it sounded 


so good because" 


"Because we were secretly in love?" Rick smiles. "That's what it sounds like, doesn't it? Even on the record Its 


a conversation of all the things we left unsaid. I've always thought so." 
David sighs. "Oh, Rick, why didn't you tell me?" 
Rick shoots him a glance. "Why didn't you tell me ?" 


David can't deny his own hypocrisy, though he tries to defend himself. "You suspected me. | was totally 


oblivious!" 
"Oh come on David, don't start pointing fingers.” 
".. Sorry." 


Rick fiddles with the hem of his shirt, the way he often fidgets when frustrated. "| was too shy, David. It felt 
pointless. We were bandmates . It.. couldn't have worked. At least that's what | told myself" 


During those early years, David had had the same thoughts. Of course they'd never confessed to each other in 
that time period. There was no way to. But it was that nagging "what if" that always haunted David at the end 
of the day. What if it had worked? He guesses he'll never know now. The notion of wasted potential doesn't sit 


well with him. 
"Rick. | know this might sound crazy, but those feelings.. They never truly went away." 
"That's not crazy." Rick looks up at him. 


David studies Rick's face. The scene is surreal, the moonlight overhead illuminating Rick's eyes and highlighting 
the structure of his face. He appears to glow, and David has never felt more enraptured. He looks shamelessly 
at Rick's lips, having always admired their gently curved shape, and wonders how they would feel on his. Rick 


slowly leans in, eyes closed, granting his permission 
David doesn't think twice. 


His mind goes blank as Rick kisses him with a passion never before imagined by David. He's not stopping.. And 
he's good The soft sensation of Rick's hand cupping David's face makes his heart flutter. He deepens the kiss, 
catching Rick's bottom lip between his, and gently nibbles on it. Rick melts further into his touch, to David's 


amusement. That trick gets them every time. 


"Oh, Dave!" Rick gasps once he has broken away. His hand remains on David's face, while David's hand has come 


to rest on Rick's knee. 


"Well, now | know how good a kisser you are," David sighs. He feels blissful, like he still hasn't come down from 


the rush. 


"I've wanted to do that for so many years," Rick admits. He tucks a loose strand of hair behind David's ear. 


‘Its a shame we can't do it again" 
David nods, accepting. It was inevitable, sure, but hearing it out loud still hurts. One time was consolation for 
years of unaddressed feelings. Any more kisses would cloud his conscience. An affair is, for many reasons, out 


of the question He rubs his thumb over Rick's knee comfortingly. 


"I know. But we got to experience it. We may never have." Looking into those big eyes, he finds himself wishing 
he could take away their sadness. He opts to kiss Rick on the cheek. It's something of a parting gesture. 


Rick's hand flies up to the spot on his cheek once Dave withdraws, and he closes his eyes." Aw, David.. I'll 
cherish that. May | give you one?" 


David nods and closes his eyes. Rick pecks his cheek sweetly, tenderly tucking his hair back into place again. 


"| don't want to go back inside yet," Rick tells him. 


"Why don't we take a walk on the beach?" David stands up and offers his hand. Rick takes it, letting go once 
he's gotten up. 


They tread on the sand side by side. David decides against trying to hold Rick's hand. It feels a little late for 
that. 


While walking, David reflects on the kiss, and comes to see how it recontextualizes the past twenty-some-odd 
years. He considers Rick's interpretation of their musical language as things ‘left unsaid’, and learns that there 
are so many ways they'd expressed their love for one another without once using the word. 

| wrote a note in your songbook. | hope you find it later and smile. (/ love you) 

Lets have one more cigarette before bed | will light yours for you . ( I love you) 

Its okay if you're homesick. We can make a home anywhere, together. (/ love you) 

With that new, rosy lens through which to revisit his memories, David accepts that he must go back and live 
his life. But that doesn't mean he never wants to acknowledge his shared history with Rick ever again. 

"Rick, can we talk about this again sometime?" He asks hopefully. 

"There's. a lot to think about, isn't there? I'd love to." 

"l'm glad. In hindsight, it was such a beautiful relationship, whether we were aware of it happening or not. 
Rick giggles quietly. 

"What? Did | say something funny?" David asks, perplexed. 


"No! It just occurred to me, though, that this is our first date, as well as our last." Rick's smile turns 


bittersweet. 


Framed this way, David assumes that he was the one to ask Rick out, as it were, since he had confessed first. 


He feels some sort of pressure to have met Rick's standards. "Well, was it a good one?" 
"Yeah. Just about a century overdue," Rick teases. 


David gives him a look. "Hey, lets not start pointing fingers again" 


They both share a laugh. When the conversation has run its course, so has the walk. They find themselves 
further up the beach, a few yards away from the house. David faces Rick, causing him to stop in his tracks. 
Looking into Rick's expectant eyes, he racks his brain for words, but comes up empty handed. So, he opens his 


arms. 
Rick falls in, hugging him tightly. 


David's eyes squeeze shut as they embrace. He lingers, taking in the sounds and the smell of the sea, wanting 
to burn the feeling of his face buried in Rick's hair into his brain 


Rick whispers, "I'll see you tomorrow, okay?" He rubs David's back, eliciting a soothed sigh as David composes 
himself. "Now come on and walk me home." 


